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"And they cried, The Sword of the 
Lord, and of Gideon." Judges 7:20 


. 
*eeee 
een 
AAT \ OO OOO aA vy CASAL 
*** 
seeeeee 
LAE eT) 
Seseerses 
feeeseeee 
eeeeeeee 
eeeeeeee 
*eeeeees 
eeereeees 
eteetee 
eeeeeee 
se eeee 


COOL. «COSA Saas 
TATOO, “COOOOaae SSAA 
seeeeeve VA +e eee 
iin meee Vere 
tet Leeann 
Seer eees Te eeeeces 
Adin LEE) 
eee Lee 
seeences Times 
Me epee ss Meee ee ss sah ss" 
. A 
eee 


LAA Vere, \ eA WAAAAAAAR TASTER 9 Seas 
+P eee eee 
SPP eeeeeee | 
See Cee eee 
Sears eeee 
eee ee eee 
Ae 
nO 08 692690 


eeteeee 
*#ees 
Pee eee) lh hs BAAR AAAS ~ 27D 
Preteteee 
er eeeeee 
ee eeeeee 
ee eeeeee 
*eeeeee 
o2 000+ Res oe oe 6 oes cc a ee ** © + Tie ER ee tees eee 
eeeeeeeee 
A? ** teen 
. 


- OFFICE: 512 WEST FRANKLIN STREET, WHEATON, ILLINOIS 


An Independent 


Religious Weekly, Standing for the Verbal Inspiration of the Bible, the Deity of Christ, His Blood Atonement, Salvation by Faith, New Testament 


Soul Winning and the Premillennial Return of Christ. Opposes Sin, Modernism, and Denominational Overlordship 


VOLUME VIII, No. 11 


WHEATON, ILLINOIS, FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 26, 1941 


$1.00 PER YEAR 


—__ 


y 
/ 


AY 
VU) ie 
mii!) 
Cy 

GX /; 


Is ‘ 
/ 


, 
f 


» Cee 
/7 
oq “7 jf, 


Ie 


e : 
: 


Copyright by the Sunday School Times Company and reprinted 
by permission. 


Y , 7) 


THE FOUL MOTHER. 
OF A FILTHY BROOD 


y 


~ FR. > 


My 
i fe 


if 
Mod . 
7 


; A A 
a7 


ages 
/ ‘ 


\\ 


‘ ‘ Ne * 
NG ) ee 
NY = 


a a 


A WHISKEY HATCH 


» Chickens Will Come Home to Roost 


REV. J. B. CULPEPPER 


I preached in A— for ten days. 
One night I talked on “Bad Eggs’; 
how they looked like hen eggs, but 
hatched. out buzzards, and often 
scorpions and venomous serpents; 
how they often failed to hatch, ac- 


‘ cording to the setting, and how the 


chickens of our setting and hatch- 
ing would come home to roost. 


During the talk on old man sat 
on my right, and seemed deeply 
interested. After church he took an 
hour of my time, and gave me a 
very graphic verification of the 
truth of my sermon. He said: 


Mr. Culpepper, every word you 
spoke tonight, I have proved the 
truthfulness of. My boyhood home 
is a living hell, in my memory; as I 
now see it, it was situated quite on 


the verge of heaven, and I knew 
it not. 

If I should attempt to describe 
my father in zoological terms, I 
would take the best points of the 


‘lion, the elephant and horse, and 


say my father was that and more. 
To convey to you a faint idea of 
my mother in floral terms. I would 
blend the most perfect features of 
the most beautiful flowers, and 
mingle the perfume from them all, 
and say—“That reminds me of my 
mother.” I had a fine brother and 
two rarely sweet sisters. My father 


was able’to make home attractive, 
within and without, and he did. The 
house was large, the barn was 
large, the yard was large, the 
spring was large, the fields were 
(CONTINUED ON PAGE FOUR) 


Coming From Far And Near 
For Sword Supper and Rally 


Anniversary Program Saturday Night; Honors Seven Years Publication; 
Is on Editor's Wedding Anniversary and Birthday of Sarah Joy Rice 


The Sword of the Lord is gotten 
to you as early as possible this 
week that you may be reminded 
again of the seventh anniversary 
rally and supper for Sword readers 
at the Wheaton Bible Church, 
Union and Cross Streets, Wheaton, 
Illinois, 6:30 p.m., Saturday, Sep- 
‘tember 27. We want to start serv- 
ing promptly at 6:30, so we want 
all of our friends to be present on 
time if possible. The supper is free 
for all. We trust that free will of- 
ferings will take care of the ex- 
penses. There will be an attractive 
buffet style, or cafeteria style meal, 
all you can eat. There will be a tre- 
mendous amount of fellowship as 
Christians from _ several states 
gather together. The program will 


be most attractive with Dr. H. A. 
Ironside as principal speaker. Phil 
Saint, Christian cartoonist, author 
of “Gary — A Christian at Col- 
lege” will draw and speak for twen- 


ity minutes, bringing blessed and 


beautiful lessons with crayon and 
Scripture and exhortation. There 


will be testimonies, introduction of - 
well known Christian workers. 
There will be special music. The 
editor will speak and tell some- 
thing of the history of this work, 
how God has helped us to spend 
$32,750.00 on printing gospel litera- 
ture, how many souls have been 
saved (forty-eight reported in the 
last year through the book, “Bible 
Facts About Heaven”; four saved 
(CONTINUED ON PAGE FOUR) 


THE SERPENT IN THE BOTTLE 


All Comfort 


'ple, saith your God” (Isaiah 40:1). 


' every one of His children, and there 
‘is no other message that can bring 
comfort but the word of God. Be- 
‘loved, are you troubled, suffering or 


thee, be not dismayed for I am thy 


The God of — 


By HENRY C., SPENCE 


‘Comfort ye, comfort ye my peo- 


God has a word of comfort to 


heartbroken, then 1 commend you 
to the Father of mercies and the 
God of all comfort. “Who com- 
forteth us in all our tribulations 
that we may be able to comfort 
them which are in trouble, by the 
comfort wherewith we ourselves 
are comforted of God.’ II Cor. 14. 


“Wherefore comfort one another 
with these words” (I Thess. 4:18). 

“Be still and know that I am 
God’ (Psalm 46:10). 

“Fear thou not; for I am with 


God; I will strengthen thee, yea I 
will help thee, yea I will uphold 
thee. with the right hand of my 
righteousness” (Isaiah 41:10). 

“Call upon me in the day of trou- 
ble; I will deliver thee and thou 
shalt glorify me” (Psalm 50:15). 

“Cast thy burden upon the Lord 
and He shall sustain thee’ (Psalm 
55:22). 

“God is our refuge and strength; 
a very present help in trouble” 
(Psalm 46:1). 

“The. eternal God is thy refuge 
and underneath are the everlasting 
arms” (Deut. 33:27). 

“Draw nigh to God and he will 
draw nigh to you” (James 4:8). 

“This God is our God forever and 
ever; he will be our guide even un- 
to death” (Psalm 48:14). 

Jesus said: “Why are ye trou- 
bled. Let not your heart be trou- 
bled, neither let it be afraid” (John 
14:27). 

“Come unto me, all ye that la- 
bour and are heavy laden and I will 
give you rest” (Matthew 11:28). 

“Casting all your care upon him 
for he careth for you” (1 Peter 
Sy & 

“IT will never leave thee nor for- 
sake thee’ (Hebrews 13:5). 

“Yea though I avalk through. the 
valley of the shadow of death I 
will fear no evil; for thou art with 
me, thy rod dnd thy staff they 
comfort me’ (Psalm 23:4). 


“Jesus Christ, still the same yes- 
terday, today and forever’ (He- 
brews 13). 


JESUS KNOWS 
(Hebrews 4:14-16) 


He knows the thorny way 
The bodily distress, 
He knows these tents decay, 
And He stays by to bless, 
We’re cheered along meanwhile 
By His unclouded Smile— 
. Jesus Knows! 


He knows the pains and aches, 
The sight that’s growing dim 
Account of all He takes 
For we belong to Him. 
The trembling knees He’ll hold, 
- His arms do us enfold — 
Jesus Knows! 


He knows the hidden grief, 
The solitude He feels; 
He gives us sweet relief; 
Joy afterward it yields. 
Blessing for us ensured— 


® 


Jesus Knows! 


By Rev. SAM -MORRIS 


(Preached Sunday Afternoon, August 3, 1941, at Cedar Lake Con- 
ference Grounds, Cedar Lake, Indiana. Stenographically Reported) 


I come to speak to you here this > 
afternoon on the subject, “The Ser-' 


pent in the Bottle.” A Christian is 
a citizen of two worlds. He is a 
citizen of Heaven, but he is equally 
a citizen of the earth. Jesus said, 
‘Render therefore unto Cesar the 
things which be Cesar’s, and*utito 
God the things which be God’s 
(Luke 20:25). Paul said, ‘Let ev- 
ery soul be subject unto the higher 
powers,..... Render therefore to all 
their dues: tribute to whom trib- 
ute is due; custom to whom cus- 
tom; fear to whom fear; honour 
to whom honour” (Rom. 13:1, 7). 
And Simon Peter said, “Submit 
yourselves to every ordinance of 
man for the Lord’s sake: whether 
it be to the king, as supreme; or 
unto governors, as unto them that 
are sent by him for the punishment 
of evildoers, and for the praise of 
them that do well. For so is the 
will of God, that with well doing 
ye may put to silence the ignorance 
of foolish men” (I Pet. 2:13-15). 


My message this afternoon deals 
with our earthly citizenship in the 
United States, under the Constitu- 
tion and the laws of the land, and 


it deals with the liquor traffic 
which has been relegalized and re- 
established in America. Strong 
drink has been a curse upon man- 
kind through all the ages. It caused 
Noah to commit the first sin fol- 
lowing the flood. It caused Lot to 
become the father of his own 
daughter’s children. It played a 
part in David’s sin of adultery and 
murder. It was employed by Absa- 
lom when he slew his half-brother 
Amnon. It debauched Nabal, the 
son of famous old Caleb. It held 
high carnival when Belshazzar saw 
the handwriting on the wall. It 
caused Ahasuerus to dethrone good 
queen Vashti. The Bible says, 
“Wine is a mocker, strong drink is 
raging: and whosoever is deceived 
thereby is not wise” (Prov. 20:1). 
And that “whosoever” takes in Mr. 
and Mrs. Roosevelt sitting up in 
the White House; it takes in Mr. 
and Mrs. Wendell Wilkie who 
would like*to be sitting up in the 
White House; it takes in the Su- 
preme Court Judge, the United 
States Senator, Congressmen, Bap- 


REV. SAM MORRIS 


tist deacons, Methodist stewards, 
the Presbyterian elders—it takes in 
“whosoever” there may be. “Who 
hath woe? who hath sorrow? who 
hath contentions? who hath bab- 
bling? who hath wounds without 
cause? who hath redness of eyes? 
They that tarry long at the wine; 
they that go to seek mixed wine. 
Look not thou upon the wine when 
it is red, when it giveth his colour 
in the cup, when it moveth itself 
aright. At the last—’’ maybe not 
today, maybe not next week, may- 
be not next year, but “at the last 
it biteth like a serpent, and sting- 


eth like an adder. Thine eyes shall 


behold strange women, and thine 
heart shall utter perverse things” 
(Prov. 23:29-33). 


For fourteen years, practically 
speaking, we had National Prohi- 
bition. Every once in a while some 
fellow walks up to me and says, 
“We tried prohibition fourteen 
years and it didn’t do any good. 
There was just as much drinking 
under prohibition as there is now, 
only it was covered up then.” Did 

(CONTINUED ON PAGE TWO) 


28 Rewards for Letters 
About This Book 


Four months 
ago this new book 
was announced. It 
} has 128 pages, is 
cloth bound, has a 
f beautiful gold 
= jacket, has spe- 
cially drawn il- 
lustrations. In 3 
F months nearly 
3,000. copies have 
been distributed. 
But since we 
printed 10,000 
copies, so we 
could sell it for 50c, we have other 


thousands of copies to get out to) 


readers. We want your help, and 
so we offer the following attrac- 
tive rewards to those who will help 
us by writing a letter of approxi- 
mately 200 words about this book, 
the letters to be published in The 
Sword of the Lord. 


First prize an $8.50 Scofield Ref- 
erence Bible, morocco leather 
bound, divinity circuit, with all the. 
Scofield helps, and good concor- 
dance. 

Second prize, $3.00 worth of 
books by editor John R. Rice, one 
of each or your own selections. 

Third prize, a large COruden’s 
Concordance, 618 pages, size 8x 
10% inches (regularly sells for 
$2.00). 

Twenty-five other prize winners 
each will receive one copy of the 
book, ““And God Remembered... .” 
free. 


We believe this contest will help 
people to read these gospel mes- 
sages in the beautiful book pic- 
tured above. We believe it will help 
to get the messages on the hearts 
of people and will help to sell the 
book. The letters will be testimon- 

(CONTINUED ON PAGE FOUR) 
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(CONTINUED FROM PAGE ONE) 


you ever hear them say it, neigh- 
bor? Well, let’s just stop and think 
and find out whether prohibition 
did any good. Let’s find out if 
there was as much drinking then 
as there is now. For fourteen years 
I never saw a liquor billboard by 
the side of the highway showing a 
beautiful young woman or a hand- 
some young man drinking alcoholic 
beverages. For fourteen years in 
America I never one time picked up 
a newspaper or a. magazine and 
saw the picture of a beautiful wom- 
an or a handsome man drinking 
beer, wine or whiskey. For four- 
teen years I never walked down 
the street and saw an open plate 
glass window with bottles of beer, 
wine or whiskey luring somebody 
into the door. For fourteen years 
I never saw a neon sign flashing 
its sparkling light into the dark- 
ness of the night, calling the name 
of any kind of beer, wine, or whis- 
key. For fourteen years I never 
saw the word beer, wine or whis- 
key on the front of any public 
building anywhere in America. For 
fourteen years under National Pro- 
hibition I never one time sat down 
in my home and turned on the ra- 
dio to get news and all at once was 
embarrassed to realize that my lit- 
tle boy was sitting in front of the 
radio listening to some blabbed- 
mouthed radio announcer talk 
about beer being refreshing, in- 
vigorating. For fourteen years un- 
der National Prohibition I : could 
walk into any respectable cafe or 


. restaurant when I wanted to and 
os ¥ 


not be sickened by boozers smell- 
ing like beer vats next to me, Be- 
loved, if the Eighteenth. Amend- 
ment had done no more good than 
just the good it did by eliminating 
wine, beer and wiskey from the 
highway and street billboards, the 
neon signs, the plate glass win- 


dows, the newspapers and maga-. 


zines, the radios and eating places, 
it did enough good by that one un- 
disputed accomplishment to justify 
its retention until Gabriel blows his 
horn.. (Congregation, ‘“Amen.’’) 


I am from down South. I have 
spoken in all but six of the forty- 
eight states in the last five sum- 
mers. When I get away up into 
Pennsylvania and New England, 


and I get up and make a speech 


then tafter I have done my best, 


_**people ‘will sit up there and glare 


at me like blinkers on cross roads 
—“Go Slow,” “Be Careful,” ‘“Warn- 
ing,’” “Stop,” “Look Out,” but they 


- “won’t talk back at me. 


When I was a student in Har- 
din-Simmons College, I would 
go. preach for the colored folks. I 
went down one night and preached 
for a colored church. When I got 
through, a man got up and said, 
“Brethren and sistern, I went out 
to the big fine Baptist church and 
heard Dr. Jenkins. He preached the 
most wonderful sermon I ever 
heard. This afternoon I heard the 
baccalaureate address at Draugh- 
on’s Business College. I didn’t think 
that oration could be improved up- 
on, but this preacher boy from de 
college preaches more like a negro 
preacher than any white man I 
ever did hear.’ So I am pretty 
much of a negro preacher. When 
you say “Amen” to me, it is like 
saying “sic’em’’ to a dog. 


“There was aS much liquor 
drunk under prohibition as there 
is now, only it was covered up 


then,” you say. Well, let’s see about 
that. Amos and Andy on the radio” 


have put millions of people to 
brushing their teeth with Pepso- 


_dent tooth paste through the years. 


Now they have you eating Camp- 
bell’s Vegetable Soup. The Dixie 
boys on the net work have put 
millions of people to drinking: Dr. 
Pepper at 10, 2 and 4. Singing Sam 
with his singers have put millions 
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of people to keeping six bottles in 
the carton in the Frigidaire—‘‘Any 
pause is the pause that refreshes 
with Coca-Cola.” And every Sunday 
night a little old wooden dummy 
gets on the radio and keeps mil- 
lions of people from going to 
church. Some of you sit around 
home in your pajamas under a fan 
where it is nice and comfortable 
and cool and hear that little wood- 
en dummy and his prattle and you 


get up the next morning and drink 


Chase and Sanborn cottee. Now ul 
the radio, the newspaper, the bill- 
board advertisements will put mil- 
lions of people to using Pepsodent 
tooth paste, will put millions of 
people to eating Campbell’s Vege- 
table soup, and will put millions 
of people to drinking Dr. Pepper 
at 10, 2 and 4, and will put mii- 
lions of people to drinking Coca- 
Cola and Chase and Sanborn coffee, 
I want some man to stand up and 
tell me why twenty million dollars 
spent in advertising beer, wine and 
whiskey in the newspaper, on the 
bill boards, and on the radio, won’t 
that put millions of people to drink- 
ing beer, wine and whiskey? Do 
you think the liquor crowd is fool- 
ish enough to spend twenty million 
dollars annually in advertisemenis 
and not get any more drinkers 
out of it? : 


You know, every two years we 
have a wooing. season. Love making 
time comes around, Political can- 
didates start making love to the 
voters. They hope to get married 
on election day so they can di- 
vorce them the next day after they 
get in office. Political candidates 
are scared of the prohibition ques- 
tion. It makes them see nightmares 
and day horses both at the same 
time out of the dome eye in broad 
daylight. I like to get one in a 
crowd and ask him how he stands 
on the prohibition question. He 
dances around like a tomcat ona 
hot rock. He will fix his tie, clear 
his throat and say, “Prohibition is 
all right but you can’t enforce it.” 
Did you ever hear that one? All 
right, let’s think about that a mo- 
ment. I remember one night sitting 
by the radio and hearing President 
Roosevelt say, “Boys, don’t open 
your banks in the morning,” and 
they didn’t open them for two 
weeks. There were thousands of 
banks, with billions of dollars 
which belonged to millions of de- 
positors, and not one check could 
be given on the money at the bank. 
For two long weeks we wrote 
script at the grocery store. Broth- 
er, don’t tell me a government 
whose president can close every 
bank in America, that that same 
government can’t close the boot- 
legging joints in the back alleys. 


We will come a little closer. 
Within the last twelve months 
there have been thousands of moth- 
ers and fathers that have given up 
their precious sons to be soldiers in 
Uncle Sam’s army. Every time 
they did it, it was against their 
will, That law was passed by poli- 
tical leaders in Washington, and 
they didn’t ask mother and dad 
anything about it. Millions of young 
men in the last twelve months have 
been made soldiers against. their 
will. And the government will keep 
them until it gets ready to turn 
them loose. Now brother, listen to 
me, don’t tell me a government 
which can make millions of men 


that that government can’t make a 
few thousand bootleggers stop 
poking a fruit jar through a knot- 
hole in the fence after dark. How 
perfectly ridiculous and foolish for 
any man to say that the great gov- 
ernment of the United States can’t 
enforce any .law that it takes a 
notion to enforce. When I hear a 
fellow say, “Well, we can’t enforce 
prohibition,” I think he is the big- 
gest “sucker” in the world. The 
liquor crowd wadded up their bait 
and threw it to him. He has swal- 
lowed bait, hook, line, sinker and 
pole. He is not using his head for 
anything but a hat rack... 

They said, “The old saloon shall 
not come back.” And they were 
careful to see that it didn’t come 
back. I wish it had. You know what 
they did to keep it from coming 
baek? They changed the name on 
the front of the building from a 
saloon to cafe, drug store, meat 
market, post office, barber shop, 
dine-and-dance, first chance, last 
chance, bloody bucket, wagon 
wheel. It is not the old saloon with 


the swinging door. They have torn 


become ‘soldiers against their wills, 


efeee see 
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the old door down and built booths 
inside to afford privacy and se- 
clusion to boozing couples as they 
drink and fondle each other in lust- 
ful orgies. They said, ‘“The old sa- 
loon shall not come back.” The old 
saloon had a sawdust floor on 
which men could vomit, but now 
the dine-and-dance has moved out 
on the lake or down in the cross 
roads. On Saturday night the sup- 
posed-to-be-respectable people will 
travel ten, twenty, or fifty miles 
out there to the Hell-hole where 
they hug and kiss and squeeze and 
dance, not only all night but way 
into the day on Sunday. There is 
not a man or woman in America 
but knows that Sam Morris is tell- 
ing the truth about these hellish 
Hell-heles scattered over our na- 
tion under repeal. They said, “The 
old saloon shall not come back.” 
Liquor in the old saloons was 
served by a big fat bartender with 
a red nose and a handle-bar mus- 
tache. Thirty years ago men all 
wore a beard, sideburns and a big 
mustache. It looks like we are go- 
ing to have to go back to it in 
self-defense to preserve our mascu- 
line identity. Se-many women to- 
day are not satisfied to be women. 
They try to be men, They caroduse 
in the booze dives, drink liquor, 
tell dirty, filthy stories just like the 
men, suck cigarettes like the men, 
cut their hair just like the men, 
wear breeches just like the men. 
But, brother, they will never see 
the day they can grow a mustache! 


| But the old bartender with his mus- 
'tache has gone. You know who 


serves booze in most booze joints 
in America today? Young women. 
It is reliably estimated that a mil- 
lion three hundred thousand girls 
are barmaids in hotels and restau- 
rants today in repeal drink estab- 
lishments in America. A lot of peo- 
ple worry about Hitler and Stalin 
and the situation over the seas, but 
listen to me beloved, let the wom- 
anhood of America go to the dogs 
and become coarse and vulgar and 
let the manhood of the country lose 
its respect for womanhood and this 
country won’t be worth fighting for 
against any nation on the earth. 
Go back and scan the pages of his- 
tory and you will find that every 
nation has fallen when its woman- 
hood fell. The Repeal, Raw Deal, 
New Deal, Rotten Deal booze busi- 
ness has done more to undermine 
the character of womanhood in this 
country, has done more to make 
girls impure and lose their charm- 
ing, uplifting influence over men, 
than all the forces that have opera- 
ted since we became a nation. 1 
had a thousand times rather have 
an old saloon on the corner with 
a swinging door with saw dust on 
the floor where dad and son got 
drunk but where mother and 
daughter stayed at home and 
prayed for dad and son, but wife 
stay pure and daughter stay pure, 
than to have the rotten, hellish 
joints we have in our nation today, 
where women with little children 
in their arms, and where young 
women go in and think nothing 
about boozing around in the booze 
joints. 

They said the old saloon would 
not come back. You never saw little 
children in the old saloon. How 
can you keep little boys and girls 
out. of hot dog stands, drug stores, 
filling stations, cafes, restaurants? 
Listen to me, every day of the 
week there are millions of little 
boys and girls from four, five, six 
and up through high school, that 
sit and eat hot dogs, hamburgers, 
ice cream and candy with beer 
guzzlers drinking all around them. 
And the liquor crowd is today cul- 
tivating in the minds and hearts 
of millions of little barefooted boys 
and girls familiarity with beer, and 
whiskey, which will lead them to 
drink beer as they come to later 
years. Millions of them today in 
America will become drunkards 
and fill a drunkard’s grave who 
would never have come in contact 
with booze back in the old saloon 
days, pre-prohibition days. 


They said the old saloon shall not 
come back. They changed the 
name, they changed the door, they 


changed the floor, they changed the 
bartender and they changed the 
people that go in and let little chil- 
dren come in. But there is one 
thing they didn’t change. Can you 
guess what it was? THE STUFF 
IN THE BOTTLE! Present day 
brands were all sold in the old sa- 
loon. You can’t change the stuff 
in the bottle by changing the name 
on the building, by changing the 
bartender, by selling it with the 
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necessities of life. The old saloon 
is not back but the old booze is 
back. 


People come to me and say, “is 
it not better to legalize it and lec 
the government control it, legalize 
it and put into the hands of 
decent, respectable people, and let 
it be sold on the front street rather 
than to let the bootlegger sell it in 
the back alley and put the revenue 
down in their pocket?’ Ever hear 
that argument? Mrs. Mofris and 1 
were out in South Dakota three or 
four years ago in the dust bowl. 
The town was run down. Two- 
thirds of the houses were vacant, 
many of them were fallen down. 
The dust was so bad it was cloudy. 
I let Mrs. Morris out at the hotel 
and I turned my car around to go 
back up to the filling station to 
get it serviced. I said my car—l 
drive a Ford. I think every preach- 
er ought to drive a Ford. It is the 
most religious car in the nation. 
It shakes the devil out of every- 
body who gets into it! As I turned 
my Ford around I heard a bunch 
of children on the sidewalk yelling 
excitedly right in the heart of the 
business section. What do you reck- 


‘on they had found? A rattlesnake 


three feet long with nine rattles. 
It had hid in the back alley under 
an old fallen-down building during 
the winter and when spring came 
it had crawled up on the sidewalk 
on the front street and had wrig- 
gled its way up the sidewalk into 
the business section before the 
children found him and they began 
to fight him. He threw himself into 
a coil, his tail was waving angrily, 
his rattles were singing loudly and 
he was striking viciously at those 
children, ready to sink his poison- 
ous fangs in the flesh of those 
little children. The snake by crawl- 
ing out of the back alley hiding 
place, and getting up on the front 
street in the business section had 
not changed at all. It was still a 
rattlesnake. He still had the same 
rattles on his tail, the same spots 
were on his back, the same poison 
was in his fangs, and if he had 
sunk his fangs into the flesh oi 
those children as he lay coiled 
there, it would have killed those 
children as quickly as if he. had 
sunk his fangs into the fiesh while 
in the back alley. When the gov- 
ernment sells a retail liquor license 
to a bootlegger that hid in the 
back alleys under prohibition. and 
that bootlegger crawls out of his 
back-alley hiding place up on the 
front street and gets into a cafe in 
the business section, hires a pretty 
girl to serve booze and starts giv- 
ing the government a few pennies 
out of every dollar to bribe the 
government into letting him stay 
on the front street, you haven’t 
solved the liquor problem. The 
beer, wine and whiskey that liquor 
seller sells in front street so-called 


that bottle of booze has the ser- 
pent in it just the same as the bot- 
tle of booze sold in the back alley 
under prohibition. The bottle of 


beer over which the government | 
placed its signature of approval # 
will make an automobile driver a & 


‘killer on some highway the same 
as a bottle of bootleg beer. Wine 
or whiskey sold in the front street 
cafes operated according to the 
law, that bottle of legalized booze 
will cause a man to break the mar- 
rilage vow and become a woman 
chaser and go to Hell just as quick- 
ly as the bottle of booze sold in 
the back alley under prohibition. 
You can’t make a man sober by 
law and you can’t make liquor in- 
nocent by law either. You can’t 
make a bootlegger honest by sell- 
ing him a retail liquor license. The 
Serpent is in the bottle, not in the 
name on the building, not on the 
Swinging door, not in the sawdust 
on the figor, not in the mustache 


of an old Baloon bartender. Repeal. 


changed everything but the stuff 
in the bottle. 


I spoke in a Kentucky town. A 
great crowd gathered to hear me. 


A man, coming down the street to 
phear me, passed by a beer selling 
cafe. Huddled down in a neglected 
doorway was a man with hair long, 
beard unshaven, eyes bloodshot, 
clothes ragged. He had vomited and 
the stink came up around him. 
Flies swarmed around him. He was 
just beginning to sober up. Did you 
ever see one? Isn’t a man a fool 
who would drink stuff that would 
make him do that? But I want to 
tell you, who is a bigger fool, and 
that is the man who doesn’t drink 
it but who will vote to sell beer and 


liquor to the poor devil on the 


street. This poor fellow staggered 
to his feet and came to this other 
man and said, “Mister, will you 
give a poor fellow a quarter to buy 
something to eat? 1 haven't had 
anything to eat since day before 
yesterday.” The other man stopped, 
looked at him, remembered him, 
and said, ‘‘Aren’t you Charley So 
and So?” 

The bum admitted he was. Then 
the man exclaimed: “My God, 
Charley, what in the worid has 
happened to you? The last time I 
saw you you weren't in this shape!” 

The old bum looked off, looked 
back, rubbed his dirty sleeve across 
his mouth and said: 

“What is. the matter with me? 
Liquor and wild women.” 


I want to tell you that story. In 
1930 the bum’s father and mother 
died within a few weeks of each 
other. They were loved, honored 
Christian people and had run a 


erty and.a little insurance. They 
had one child, this bum, but he 
wasn’t ‘a bum in 1930. He was a 
fine young man, thirty years old 
and married to a lovely girl from a 
fine family and he had a nice littie 


law - abiding, respectable cafes — | Fg 


| business. He got his father’s and 
'mother’s' heritage and in 1931 and 
.1932 he was-a leading business man 


in southwest Kentucky. He was 
loved, honored and respected, with 
la sweet little wife and a happy 
‘home and he honored this dead 
father and mother, In 19383 the 
Kighteenth Amendment was fre- 
pealed and liquor was brought up 
on the front streets in the cafes. 
Charley went in with friends to 
eat in a beer selling cafe. “What 
about a bottle of beer, Charley?” 
“I don’t drink.” 


1 
} 


“Oh, a little beer won’t hurt you. ° 


There is no harm in drinking beer.” 
The liquor crowd knows if they 
can hook your boy or girl on a 
beer bottle, it won’t be long until 
they have hooked him on a whiskey 
bottle. 

Charley got to: drinking, then he 
got to gambling, then he got to 
chasing women. Show me a drinker 
and ninety-nine times out of a hun- 
dred I can show you a womdn 
chaser; wife maybe has not found 
it out, but ninety-nine times out 
of a hundred, a man who drinks 


is a woman chaser. They go to-. 


gether—woman chasing and drink- 
ing, and family trouble. Five years 
(CONTINUED ON PAGE THREE) 
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sin your soul, 
* read the editor's 


Ss NEW BOOK 
The Soul-Winner’s Fire 


It was published by Moody Bible 
Institute Colportage Association. 
They also prepared 5,000 copies 
especially for us with our imprint. 
It has 128 pages and has the two- 
color pictured paper cover shown 
above. The chapters are as follows: 


I. “He That Winneth Souls Is 
Wise.” 
II. God’s Way in Soul Winning. 
Ill. The Compassionate Heart. 
IV. The Soul-Winner’s Fire. 
V. Praying for Revival. 
VI. Evangelistic Preaching. 
VII. The Soul-Winner’s Feet. 
VIII. Unsaved Brothers. 


We feel that this book is ideal 
to put into the hands of Sunday 


school teachers, young ministers, 


students and pastors, and all oth- 
ers who want to win souls. The 
price is made especially low for a 
book of so many pages and we 
trust that God will greatly use it. 


Price, postpaid, only 20c 
6 for $1.00 


Sword of the Lord 
Publishers 
512 West Franklin Street 
Wheaton, Illinois 
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THE SWORD OF THE LORD 


(CONTINUED FROM PAGE TWO) 


later Charley had drunk his first 
bottle of liquor in a licensed beer 
joint in the front street, in a cafe— 
five years later he was down on the 


streets, with long hair, matted and 


tangled, unshaven beard, eyes blood 
shot, clothes ragged, vomiting and 
fighting flies; his business gone, 
his money gone, all that mother 
and dad ieft him gone, wife gone, 
home gone, health gone, morals 
gone, hope gone—just another soul 
on the road to Hell who had been 
bitten by the serpent in the bottle. 

You say, “Well, it will never 
cause me to do that. That is what 
Charley said the day he drank the 
first bottle. That is what the fight 
is over. What name you put on it, 
whose going to get the money, 
whether the man who sSelis it has 
a license—God have mercy on any 
man that will debate that issue. 
, Lhe thing to fight over is the stuff 
in the bottle, and what it does. 
People sometimes accuse me of be- 
ing radical; I’m going to stay that 
way. If I found a rattlesnake in 
the back yard I wouldn’t run in 
the house and get a can of talcum 
-powder and a bottle..of bath salts 
and sprinkle it on e “snake to 
clean him up, and make him smeil 
good so it would be decent and 
respectable for my little boy to 
play with. They wouldn’t change 
the poison in his fangs. And put- 
ting liquor in good, respectable 
clean hands, in places of business 
on the front street doesn’t change 
the stuff in the bottle! Why you 
know, I wouldn’t even go to the 
court house and ask the lawyers 
to regulate rattlesnakes, what hour 
they should crawl out, whether on 
Sunday or election days or holi- 
days, whether they would bite mi- 
nors or adults. No, I would grab 
up a big rock, get wild eyed and 
fanatical, and mash that snake’s 
tail off right behind his ears. but 
you wouldn’t call me radical. You 
wouldn’t say I was fanatical. You 
would say that I was a tender, lov- 
ing and wise father that wanted 
to protect his baby boy. Neigh- 
bor, hear me today. I would ten 
thousand times rather a rattle- 
snake would bite my precious, 
sweet little boy and kill him and 


his body grow stiff and cold, and 


him go to God and mother and I 
take his little body out and bury 
him beneath the soil where the 
winds of Mexico would blow across 
from the south and the icy blasts 
from the north, and we would go 
back once in a while and plant 
a flower on the grave and water 
it with our tears and say a prayer 
and know well that some day we 
will meet him in Heaven-—I had 
ten thousand times rather that 
would happen today than for him 
to grow up and when mother and 
I sleep beneath the sod, the con- 
temptible liquor business sink its 
fangs into him and make him a 


THE SERPENT IN THE BOTTLE 


drunken bum to lie on the street 


.in the town where we live. That 


is what the children around this 
place face ten or fifteen years from 
now. That is what this fight is all 
about. 


Sweet, would you come up here 
on the platform with me? (Calls 
four girls and six boys to the plat- 
form). 


at is this liquor fight ali 
about? There it is, brother, stand- 
ing on the platform there. That is 
what the fight is over. Twenty mil- 
lion boys and girls in America did 
not see advertisements. Nobody 
here had it broadcast in your home 
on the radio during prohibition. 
You can’t turn on the radio to find 
a news broadcast now without 
hearing it. You can’t go to the bar- 
ber shop without seeing it adver- 
tised. You can’t walk down the 
highway without seeing liquor 
made popular and prominent on 
beautiful billboards. That is what 
this fight is over, brother. Forget 
all this tomfoolery about revenue. 
That is what the fight is over 
(pointing to the children). Do you 
have a little boy in your family 
that you want to be a drunkard 
five or ten or fifteen years from 
now? If you haven't, for. Heaven's 
sake, have a little backbone and 
help us who do have children;: to 
fight this damnable liquor business. 
If you don’t have a little boy you 
want to be a drunkard, for Heav- 
en’s sake don’t sell it to somebody 
else’s little boy. “Oh, but Brother 
Sam,” you say, “isn’t it better to 


have it in the hands of decent, law- 


abiding, respectable citizens?” Lis- 
ten, brother, if there is a Baptist 
deacon or a Methodist steward or 
a Presbyterian elder who goes to 
church and Sunday School on Sun- 
day but runs a beer-selling cafe, 
a drug-store or filling station which 
sells beer during the week, he is 
ten times worse than any bootleg- 
ger who sold it down the back 
alley under prohibition. Why? Be- 
cause a bootlegger carried on his 
work as‘an outlaw and everybody 
knew he was an outlaw and he did. 
not sneak in under the guise of 
religion, in the name of Jesus and 
the holiness of the church, and 
through holy associations create a 
favorable attitude in people’s hearts 
and lives. But don’t forget, his re- 
ligion on Sunday won’t change 
what his booze will do to your 
children on Monday. All the money 
he puts in the collection plate won’t 
change the serpent in the bottle 
and make it poisonless. But I will 
tell you what that man’s religion 
on Sunday will do. It will a lot of 
times give the preacher of that 
church the lock jaw where you 
can’t get him to say anything about 
the liquor business. But what a 
man puts in the collection plate 
won’t change what the booze does 
to the boys and girls. I will tell 
you what it will do. It will make 


have got to do something with ou. 


‘in these booze joints. We’ve got to 
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Here is the book, “AND GOD 
REMEMBERED...” and Other 
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by Mr. VU. S. Abell, cartoonist ti, 
for Moody Monthly .magazine.. §&, 
There are 128 pages; the book 
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Price, postpaid, per copy 
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a bunch of official board members 
of that church covetous and greedy, 
and they will say to the preacher, 
“Go slow now. Brother So and So 
here is the best giver and we need 
his help to pay for this building.” 


Once in a while somebody says, 
“Oh, the preachers are in favor of 
the bootleggers. You are in favor 
of the bootleggers.” Ever hear 
them say it? The next one that 
says that you tell them I am in 
favor of the bootleggers because if 
I’ve got to put up with skunks, I 
want them behind the barn and not 
up in the front yard. And it does 
not make a bit of difference in the 
world whether he is solid black in 
color or has a white stripe down 
his back, his stink is exactly the 
same. Brother, it doesn’t make a 
bit of difference in the world to 
Sam Morris whether the man who 
sells booze is a bootlegger in the 
back alley or a Methodist steward; 
or a Baptist deacon or a so-called 
Christian layman in the front street 
drug store or the cafe, the stink is 
exactly the same to Sam Morris. 


And I want to kill-another lie 
the devil has scattered around. Ev- 
erywhere I go people say, “Oh, we 


high school boys and girls. Our 
young people are going to the devil 


do something with our boys and 
girls.” Forget it; we’ve got to do 
something with the mothers and 
daddies “of this country. High 
school boys and girls did not vote 
liquor back. They didn’t order the 
license to run the liquor establish- 
ments, High school boys and girls 
didn’t elect politicians to go to 
Washington. High school boys and 


girls can’t call for local option to/t, get something to eat before go- 


put liquor out. They can’t vote in 
the local option elections. ‘The 
mothers and dads have been back 
of it and they haven’t had courage 
and grace and strength enough to 
vote against it and yet they will 
wring their hands in holy horror 
and say, “We’ve got to do some- 
thing about our high school boys 
and girls!” 

Do you know why we have beer 
joints all over this country? Be- 
cause the preachers, the Sunday 
School teachers, the stewards, el- 
ders, deacons, church members sup- 
port them more than the boozers 
do. So-called Christian people put 
more money behind the booze joints 
today than boozers do by drink- 
ing liquor in them. Here is a nice 
big front street cafe which sells 
beer. The beer drinker walks in 
and buys a bottle of beer which 
costs a dime. He sits down and 
drinks:the beer. He puts a dime be- 
hind the booze joints. In walks a 
preacher or Sunday School teacher 
and with him is his wife and maybe 
a boy or two. They order a 50c 
meal apiece or a $1.00 meal, and 


for all of them it amounts to $1.50 
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outstanding in the community, and 
everybody says he is a wonderful 
Christian druggist. Of course, in- 
cidentally, in the window are some 
whiskey and beer and wine bottles 
but they don’t bother you. You are 
not going to buy any wine or beer 
or whiskey. You are going to buy 
some paint, powder, lipstick, eye- 
brow coloring, hair coloring, fin- 
ger nail polish. You are going to 
buy some “fix up.” I am not criti- 
cizing, I don’t blame you, some of 
you need it! Some of you need 
fixing up! But incidentally, while 
you are buying your fix up, in 
walks a whiskey drinker. He wants 
a bottle of Four Roses, Five-Seven 
Crowns. That fellow gets a bottle 
of fix up too, just a different kind 
of ‘fix up” that’s all. He walks 
out of the same drug store that you 
walk out of. And that woman who 
bought that stuff in that drug store 
may be a Sunday School teacher, 
who the day before, on Sunday, 
stood in front of her class of boys 
and girls. And some little boy was 
in that class whose clothes were 
ragged ‘and his little face showed 
marks of hunger. She prayed, ‘Oh, 
God, won’t you save this little boy’s 
daddy from being a drunkard,” and 
then on Monday she put her money 
behind that man who sold that lit- 
tle boy’s father the drink that.is 
starving the baby boy! I am radi- 
cal. 

I went down to Jackson, Missis- 
sippi, to the International Associa- 
tion of Evangelists and Kivangeiis- 
tic singers. 2,500 were present. I 
spoke on the liquor issue, but I 
didn’t deal with this phase of it. 
After service between fifteen and 
twenty preachers, Sunday School 
teachers, singers and I walked out 


ing to bed. We walked up to a big 
cafe and filed in toward the back. 
When we got there I saw a big 
sign, “BEER” across the corner. 1 
said, “Say, men, you are not go- 
ing in there.” 

‘Sure, we’ve been coming here 
every night after service.” 

“My God, men, look at that beer 
in there.” 


And they said, “Oh, this is a 
good, nice room here at the back. 
We don’t have to be with the beer 
drinkers.”’ 


I said, “It is not a question of 
being’ with beer drinkers. It is a 
question of putting your money be- 
hind the rotten business.’ 


“If you don’t eat in a cafe that 
sells beer, you won’t get anything 
to eat in Jackson, Mississippi, to- 
night,” they said. 

“I won’t get anything to eat to- 
night then,’’ I replied. 


Two others joined me and we 
walked the streets and passed a 
half dozen big cafes and they all 
had a bunch of preachers and evan- 
gelistic singers in them, putting 


or $2.50. The old beer. drinker gets; ™oney behind the beer business. 


up, puts his dime on the counter 
and up jumps the cash register 
with the ten cent mark, and he' 
walks out. The Sunday School 
teacher or preacher walks up and 
puts down $1.50 or $2.50, and the’ 
cash register rings up the $1.50 or 
$2.50, They both walk out of the 
same beer joint. They both put 
their money behind the same beer 
joint, both told the man standing 
by the cash register, “I am for you. 
I give you money to keep you go- 
ing.’ The old beer drinker puts a 
dime behind it while the church 
member puts $1. 50 or $2.50 behind 
it. 


A car won’t run without gasoline, 
so you start for gasoline. You. find 
a great big filling station, clean and 
modern and nice and up to date. 
Of course the beer sign but that 
doesn’t bother you. You are not 
going to buy .beer; you are going 
to get some gasoline. So you drive 
in and say, “Mister, fill up my 
gas tank. And the hose goes into 
the gasoline tank. In walks a beer 
drinker and he stands inside and 
fills up his beer tank while you fill 
up your gas tank. It cost the beer 
drinker a dime to fill up his tank 
and it cost you $1.50 to fill up 
your gasoline tank. Both patronize | 
the same beer joint, and you both 
said to the man who sold it to you, 
“T am glad to patronize you, glad 
to give you my support.” But the 


beer drinker only put a dime be-|. 


hind it and you put $1.50. You 
good women—you are going to 
town, of course, but you are not 
going to a saloon, No, there is a 
nice corner drug store that you 
support. The one who owns the 


drug store is a Christian layman, 


If the dry church people who re- 
'fuse to buy meals, groceries, gas- 
‘oline, drugs and other necessities 
‘of life where they sell beer we 
could close two-thirds of the beer 
establishments of this country in 
thirty days time. But just as long 
aS we buy food, groceries, gaso- 
line, drugs and other necessities in 
these places, just that long will 
they sell food, drugs, gasoline and 
such commodities to get our money 
and sell beer to get the beer drink- 
er’s money. So they just make a 
sucker out of both of us and hook 
us on the same line, only they use 
different kinds of bait when they 
go fishing for us. 


~——_Q----- 


Liquor Revenue 
And Regulation 


A writer in the Des Moines 
(lowa) Tribune tells what he 
thinks of revenue from liquor and 
the regulation of the traffic in 
trenchant words, and he “hits the 
nail on the head’ when he says: 


“So the city of Des Moines will 
realize $32,375 in licenses to sell 
liquor and it will be spent in main- 
taining officers to watch for drunk- 
en drivers and violations of the law 
caused by selling the dirty liquid 
the licenses permit. Frankly, what 
an idiotic circle that is. 

“And take the whole liquor ques- 
tion. The great state of Iowa gets 
into the business of selling poison, 
selling death at ninety miles an 
hour, death by shooting, knifing, 
fighting, by selling lewdness, inde- 
cency, immorality, by putting un- 
faithfulness, indecency and lack of 


A Jewess Refuses 
A Fortune 


In this day when the tide of 
anti-Semitism is increasing in vol- 
ume and intensity, it is exception- 
ally interesting to hear of a Jew- 
ess—one who knows~the value of 
money—refusing $45,000 rather 
than renounce her faith in the Mes- 
siah. It happened right here in the 
U.S.A.—not in some far-away coun- 
try! It happened a few weeks ago 
—not scores of years ago! 


Her name is Adele Gay Goldman, 
She is employed as a stenographer 
in a hospital. Six years ago she 
learned that the Lord Jesus is the 
Messiah of whom Moses in the law 
and the prophets did write. She 
confessed Him as her Saviour and 
Lord, and began to show her faith 
by her works. 


Her father, an orthodox Jew, ob- 
jected, and so did most of her rel- 
atives. Things became very unh- 
pleasant for Adele. She found the 
Word true which says, “For unto 
you it is given in behalf of Christ 
not only to believe on him, but 
also to suffer for his sake.’ But 
because she has a sweet disposition 
and is extremely loving and kind, 
her father did not hate her, but 
always labored to induce her to re- 
nounce Christianity and re-embrace 
Judaism. 


Her Faith Tested by Gold 


Several weeks ago, her father, 
Harris Goldman, who had amassed 
a fortune near Chicago, passed 
away. In his will he stipulated that 
each of his heirs be given a cer- 
tain portion of his estate, and cash, 
This amounted to $45,000 for each 
heir. Some charitable and educa- 
tional institutions were remem- 
bered, as also numerous friends. 
Concerning his daughter, Adele, he 
stipulated that she was to receive 
her portion only on ‘condition that 
she prove within a year of his 
death that she had given up her 
faith in Jesus Christ, and had mar- 
ried a Jewish husband. In the event 
that she refused to give up Christ 
she was to receive nothing more 
than $5.00! 


Adele is not waiting the remain- 
der of the year to make her de- 
cision. It is made already. She sted- 
fastly refuses to recant. The Lord 
Jesus Christ is more precious to 
her than $45,000 could possibly be. 
She is perfectly willing to sacri- 
fice the money for the forgiveness, 
deliverance, peace, rest, life, and 
satisfaction which are hers in 
Christ. She is by no means the 
loser in sacrificing the $45,000, for 
the Lord Jesus Christ said, “Verily, 
I say unto you, there is no man 
that hath left house, or parents, or 
brethren, or wife, or children, for 
the kingdom of God’s sake who: 
shall not receive manifold more in 
this present time, and in the world 
to come life everlasting.” What a 
rebuke Adele’s decision is to those 
who are allowing money to hinder 
them in the acceptance of the Lord 
Jesus.—Tom M. Olson, in Jewish 
Missionary Magazine. 


harmony into every home liquor 
enters. é 

“Why? To receive a revenue so 
that the revenue can be used for 
penal institutions, for control of 
crime, degradation and for the al- 
leviation of poverty caused by liq-. 
uor. Isn’t that a vicious circle? 


“Alcohol deadens the senses, it 
defiles and degrades, its victims 
turn from men to beasts and mod- 
erate drinkers change into sots. 
And the most ironical laugh of the 
whole thing is that we have liquor . 
control and liquor commissions. 


“The other day a young man 
suggested to me that a little liquor 
doesn’t harm anyone. I suggested 
that he enjoy a little arsenic now 
and then, on the same principle, 
but he thought that sounded ab- 
surd. I didn’t.” 


—From National Voice Magazine. 
————_0-——- 


“I have been subscribing for The 
Sword of the Lord since last March 
and I can truthfully say that. it is 
the best little paper I have ever 
read. I can hardly wait till every 
Tuesday comes around when I re- — 
ceive the paper. My only regret ~ 


is that I haven’t been subscribing 


for the paper for years. I didn’t — 
know about The Sword of the Lord ~ 
until last March. eo 
“A. M—— 
San Antonio, Texas.” 
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_ A Whiskey Hatch 
(CONTINUED FROM PAGE ONE) 


large, the library was large. Our 
home ideals, in consequence, grew 
to be large. I came home from 
school, educated, and with life 
leaping before me like a cataract— 
a very Niagara. 
But, Sir, I brought home with 
me a friend—my classmate, with 
whom and for whose sake, I had 
already acquired a fondness for 
drink. My parents were quick to 
detect it, and then and there, fell 
the first shadow across our happy, 
healthy, heavenly hearthstone, and 
I, poor wretch, threw the shadow. 
They talked to me, but I was 
so infatuated with my friend, and 
our convivial companions, that I 
grew restive and shunned their 
presence. Oh, I “set my hen” with 
good intentions, but the hatch was 
always disappointing to my par- 
ents, and indeed to myself. I formed 
the habit of drinking—then I was 
® @£«seized by a thirst for it, which 1 
® now know came from my ancestors, 
though father was sober. Father 
lectured and warned me. Mother 
kissed me and cried over me, but 
I made a redeyed drunkard at the 
boyish age of twenty-four. An aw- 
ful hatch, Mr. Culpepper. 
I rapidly became irregular in my 
homecomings, was insolent toward 
my father, cruelly cold to my moth- 
er, profane to my brother and 
rough toward my gentle and unre- 
sentful sisters. An awful whiskey 
hatch, was it not, sir? 
One morning after family prayer, 
led in the broken tones of my brok- 
en-hearted father and suppressed 
sobs of my sweet and saintly moth- 
er, I cursed at my brother in the 
presence of my family, being yet 
under the debauch of the previous 
two days and nights. My father 
turned and said: ‘‘Thurman, my be- 
sotted boy, you have, by your con- 
duct, taken the very bone out of 
my neck, so that I can’t hold up my 
head if I would; you have ruth- 
lessly crushed every idol and ideal 
that we have erected and proudly 
cherished; you have taken the fam- 
_ ily coat of arms, which hung aloft 
here, and planted. it in the brothel; 
. you have put pallor for peach in 
your mother’s cheeks, lead for lus- 
tre in her eyes, a reeking red for 
the angel touched ruby of her pure 
lips; you have put the very horrors 
of hell into her nerves; you have 
_taken her serene faith in you and 
her God and left for it the dolorous 
despair of the dungeon; you have 
frightened off the angels who used 
to bring us our sleep and security, 
until our nights are scenes of hor- 
rors; look at your weeping twin 
sisters, who go red-eyed to school 
- every day, and for whom you have 
_ not had a kiss or kind word in a 
year; look at your young brother 
sitting there, once gladly worship- 
ing you—look at him, who looked 
to you for leadership and protec- 
tion—wait a minute my boy! I am 
nearly done. I have done all I can 
to check your drunken career, but 
you have gone from bad to worse 
until you curse your father and 
brother, and do it in the presence of 
your mother and sisters. Now, I 
am driven to forbid you access to 
this house, until you can, at least, 
restrain your profanity.” At these 
words, my mother fainted and fell 
to the floor, while my sisters 
screamed out the agony of their 
young hearts. I, a poor rum ruined 
wretch, got up and went cursing 
out, saying, ‘‘You’ll never lay eyes 
on me again.” 
Another awful hatch, Mr. Cul- 
pepper. 
I went adrift—God knows where 
all. The pangs of hunger gnawed 
me; the rag man pursued me; the 
. hot fever of shame burned me; the 
thirst for liquor parched me; vile 
_ lusts raged through me. But on I 
_ adrifted— sometimes working pas- 
sage on a boat, sometimes stealing 
® a ride, with other tramps, some- 


. 7 sane a oes == , az : . PERALTA S ee Sh pee ig ko io > «~~esie ee 
Ig Cae ees nt eee eS S wv - a . ; 
- = oo ee ~ “ ——- — Tex >, - epee ¥ ’ ; “ 4 p 
i st eariOiaaenet bor ese d eee = heh : aye Sia: 
; a OES hia eons: 3: Ie <a og poe ™ sogibit t ae f obec sa’ De : s TS: § Kae 
‘ — RS na Re aN Se TE ee ee ae Ninn ee > ; : 


4 a ad — 
CS SRR Seed 
Se OE RN Ao RR RG a gL aN: 


Sg NS 


— —e _—— 
i ee atts AS ae See 


x 
3 


‘Wm. H, McNitzky 
=e Master Printer 


atwt ees 


yy a he 


‘~~ 


times burned with the fevers of 
southern swamps, sometimes frost- 
bitten in Alaskan snows—always 
drifting into the barroom, to leave 
every cent. 


A Letter from Home 


I had a letter to follow me up, 
telling of the sickness of sisters 
and brothers with scarlet fever. I 
tramped home, and arrived only in 
time to see a sister and brother 
die and buried, Another bad hatch, 
Mr. Culpepper. 


I left home, a rover, a veritable 
tramp. Gone over two years I 
drifted back, arriving one moon- 
light night, approaching the house 
by the cemetery, and seeing a new 
grave, I felt it was my precious 
mother’s. Pausing a few minutes, I 
entered the yard and stepped up 
on the piazza, wondering that the 
house was so dark. My father 
spoke from his accustomed place 
at the end of the porch, where I 
had known him to sit, read, con- 


verse, or doze, many a happy hour. 


I at once said, “Papa, is mamma 
dead?” He, so quietly, so sadly 
said, “Yes, Thurman, she left a 


letter for you in her Bible on the 


center table.” Mr. Culpepper, that 
was one hatch I could not take off, 
so I turned and took the road. I 
returned after a few months to find 


father sick. I sobered up and cared |... : 
P died that night. She did not leave 


for him until he died. I gave him 
my sacred promise to never drink 
again, and received his tender par- 
don. Sister and I buried him by the 
others. Then I sat down and felt 
that every egg I had ever set had 
hatched a vulture which was now 
picking at my vitals. For sister’s 
sake and for the promise I made 
my dying father, I went to work. 
I won the heart of a sweet girl, 
who, with me lifted the debt off 
the old place and I was sadly hap- 
py, and divided my time between 
my sweet wife and girl and two 
boys, and our farm. 


An Old Friend 


One sad day, an old college mate 
came to our home. All went well 
for a day or two, when we de- 
cided to go on an old college ‘‘pos- 
sum” hunt. That night wrought my 
final ruin. My old chum had a flask, 
and from it I imbibed. I went home 
drunk, and from that FLASK I 
found strength to mistreat my con- 
fiding wife and bright boys and 
girl. From that flask I got inspir- 
ation to curse again, and the down- 
pull toward vagabondage, till the 
farm was mortgaged, then sold; 
and one drizzly day early in De- 
cember, I put my family in a wag- 
on and drove twenty miles and hud- 
dled them up in a one-room house 
on the verge of a mosquito swamp 
and settled down to day labor, 
while my family approached a 
Christmas which had no filled 
stockings, no warm clothes, no 
Christmas dinner. Not one friendly 
face greeted us, but towards. night 
rum fires broke out in me, and I 
left for the nearest. barroom. An- 
other bad hatch, Mr. Culpepper. 

Several times I rallied, only to 
fall again, Thus, time went. My 
children grew and*my wife AGED. 
I took my oldest boy out of school 
—put him to work in a mill in 
which he was mangled by the ma- 
chinery in*’a few days, and brought 
home so mutilated as to be be- 
yond recognition. This my wife told 
me, for I was too drunk to know. 
Here, Mr. Culpepper, was another 
awful hatch—and O how the chick- 
ens did come home to roost! To 
think of my past, to look at the 
present, to dare guess at the future 
would drive me wild, and drive to 
drink. 

I-had to take my other boy out 
of school. He worked in a saw mill 
for a year or so, supporting the 
family, such as it was. My little 
girl did the housework and waited 
on a helplessly invalid wife. I 
drank, of course. One day, my son 
came home with one hand ampu- 
tated, having gotten it mashed un- 


wer,| der a falling log. Here was an- 


other bad hatch, Mr. Culpepper. 


My boy went off on a visit, and 
did not return for several months, 
and I suspect he too, was tramping 
and drinking, for he was rapidly 
falling into my ways. While he was 


ge | Zone, one night, my fourteen year 


old girl ran off with a man who 


=. |had a living wife, and kept a liq- 
uor shop, leaving me almost drunk 


and her mother ill. Poor child! I 
could hardly blame her, for I kept 
her in hell. But alas,.she left it for 
a hotter one. The man took her to 
a brothel under deception and 


promise of a speedy marriage. Here 


THE SWORD OF THE LORD 


was another awful hatch, Mr. Cul- 
pepper. | 

My boy came home, learned the 
facts about his sister, went down 
and into his barroom and shot him 
dead, then brought his ruined sis- 
ter home, and was taken to jail. A 
A life sentence was imposed. I 
long trial followed, and no money. 
stood by while my boy with lashed 
hands, stooped and kissed his 
mother goodbye, then his sister. 
Wife did not shed a tear. She had 
quit crying of late. The fever of 
broken hearted sorrow had burned 
across the deadline, and left ev- 
ery gland of sympathy parched to 
a crisp. He did not say goodbye to 
me—but gave me a look which I 
knew meant — “Son-cursed father, 
you did it all.””’ Here was another 
awful hatch, Mr, Culpepper. 

I won’t keep you listening much 
longer. They took my boy off to 
prison, and I celebrated the event 
by getting drunk. I lay in a stup- 
or at the groggery a day or two, 
sobered up a little, and tramped 
towards home. On the way I 
learned that while putting on the 
stripes my boy had killed himself, 
and that the remains had been 
shipped back. My dead boy greeted 
me when I went in, and here, Mr. 
Culpepper, was another awful 
hatch. 

I am done—only this: my wife 


a message; did not give a forgiv- 
ing look or dying word; did not 
speak to or of our daughter, over 
whom the midwife stood in one 
corner of the room. I did not cry. 
I think I was glad she was at rest. 
I wanted more rum so bad I could 
not analyze any other pang. 

My daughter died the next morn- 
ing, but her illegitimate babe lived. 
The neighbors came and viewed 
with curious, wistful sorrow, my 
cabinful of dead. ‘ 

The last egg had hatched, Mr. 
Culpepper, and an awful hatch it 
was, too. I was numb to the situa- 
tion. I couldn’t quite tell whether I 
cared or not. I was not quite sure 
it was real. A kind woman ask 
me if I had had anything to eat 
that day. I don’t think I had eaten 
for three, but I told her I was not 
hungry. Finding nothing at all in 
the house, one looked at me and at 
my poor, dead wife, and asked if 
I didn’t think she starved. I had not 
till then thought of it, and told her 
I guessed so. I left the house for 
RUM, RUM, RUM, Mr. Culpepper. 
When I sobered up again and went 
home, it was vacant, and out about 
thirty steps away, in full view were 
three fresh GRAVES. I sat down 
on the steps and looked at them 
until the sun went down and the 
stars came out and. the moon rose. 
Sleep had bidden me adieu. I just 
sat and looked. There were shad- 
ows about me but I liked them. A 
screech owl quavered in a vine over 
my head, but it sounded so much 
like I felt, as to be welcome. My 
boy’s dog—so lean, wabbled up and 
licked my hand. That friendly lap 
awoke one pungent memory. I 
think I thought, I am sure I felt 
a natural throb in’the spot where 
my conscience used to be. Wife’s 
beautiful maltese crawled shyly un- 
der my arm and into my lap. I 
am sure I felt and thought. Mem- 
ory awoke. The starving dég wab- 
bled over and lay down as near 
his dead master as possible. The 
cat saw him and went over and 
seemed to try to comfort him, then 
mounted the fence and looked long 
down on the graves. I went and 
stood by them, then opened the 
gate and let the dog in, lifted the 
pet off the fence and we three drew 
near our DEAD. The moon was 
high and cold. But I was alive and 
the past was REAL. I saw and felt 
I keenly remembered and felt ey- 
erything. My boyhood, my boyhood 
home, my sweetheart days, my 
happy married life, all came back. 
I counted every chicken, as they 
came flapping home to roost, as 
I lay with my head resting on my 
wife’s grave. I was sober, Mr. Cul- 


| pepper, as I summed up the awful 


liquor hatch of my life. Near day, 
I must have fallen asleep, when I 
awoke, the sun was shining, the 
dog was dead, so were my ideals 
and my hopes. The cat was gone 
and so were my loved ones and my 


jhome. I buried the dog in a shal- 


low grave. Yes, Mr. Culpepper, you 
meant me when you said, liquor 
eggs always hatch a bad brood. 


The poor old man, with marks of 
nobility and the inebriate’s scars 
strangely mingled on his high brow 
and in his s gait—bade me 


goodnight and went back to sleep 


Friday, September 26, 1941 


Coming from Far 


And Near 


(CONTINUED FROM PAGE ONE) 


through The Sword of the Lord in 
August alone). He will also tell of 
remarkable answers to prayer in 
connection with this work and tell 
of plans for the future. Tne edi- 
tor’s family and workers will be 
presented. 


Special Happy Features of the 
Big Rally 

The first copy of The Sword of 
the Lord was dated Friday, Sep- 
tember 28, 1934. But actually the 
paper went to the press on Sep- 
tember 27; and it is fair to count 
September 27 the seventh anniver- 
sary of publication of The Sword 
of the Lord. 


But in connection with the edi- 
tor’s family there are two other 
anniversaries that fall, by remark- 
able coincidence, on Septeraber 27. 
One is the wedding anniversary of 
the editor and Mrs. Rice. kixactly 
twenty years ago, September <i, 
1921, near Muenster, ‘iexas, 1 took 
this lovely Christian girl to be my 
wife, and she took me for better 
or for worse as her husband. ‘ihey 
have been happy, busy, blessed 
years. So The Sword of the Lord 
rally and supper will also be the 
twentieth wedding anniversary cel- 
ebration for us. : in 

And four years ago, again on 
September 27, our baby, Sarah Jcy, 
was born. So Saturday we will be 
celebrating the birthday of the edi- 
tor’s youngest child. We plan to 
have a cake with seven candles for 
The Sword of the Lord and a cake 
with four candles for baby Joy. 
Perhaps readers of The Sword vj 
the Lord will forgive us for say- 
ing so much about family aitairs, 
but we felt that those who love 
us would be interested to know 
that these two anniversaries fall 
on September 27 and that the day 
is specially dear to our hearts for 
that reason, as well as for the be- 
ginning of The Sword of the Lord. 


And we feel it might please vis- 
itors to have our three oldest 
daughters, Grace, Mary Llyos, and 
Elizabeth sing. They regularly help 
in The Sword of the Lord office, 


near his dead. As he left he said, 
“I forgot to tell you that I never 
wanted a drink since that. night, 
but it don’t make any ‘difference, 
for it came too LATE to do any of 
them any good. Preach wherever 
you go on liquor eggs and what 
they hatch out. Goodnight, sir.” 


I stood and looked after this poor 
lover of liquor; this poor victim 
of the vine; this poor rum rowdy; 
this poor gorge of gin; this old 
bundle of real pain, through cham- 
pagne; this old wizard of wine; 
this monster of the liquor money 
mongers; this doggery drenched, 
ditched, down and out dupe of the 
DEVIL, until I said, taking a car- 
nal view, that man embodies cause 
sufficient for raising an army of 


men, women and children, and put+ 


ting powder and lead into their 
hands, with orders to march and 
hunt and shoot until every murder 
mill had been closed, and every de- 
graded vendor had abandoned his 
throne of .iniquity—had gone out 
of the body-debauching, pocket de- 
pleating, home wrecking, women 
degrading, church depleting, soul 
destroying business. | 

Taking a Christian view—that 
calls for a hundred millions bar- 
rels of prayer—a sermon from ev- 
ery preacher in God’s wide world, 
the presence of every angel about 
God’s throne, and every volt of pity 
shot from the bursting heart of the 
Son of God, when His great life 
went out in one great gurgling 
groan, “Father,” forgive them, they 
know not what they do.” 


“Who-hath woe? Who hath sor- 
row? Who hath contentions? Who 
hath babbling? Who hath wounds 
without cause? Who hath redness 
of eyes? They that tarry long at 
the wine; they that go to seek 
mixed wine. Look not thou upon 
the wine when it is red, when it 
giveth his color in the glass, when 
‘it moveth itself aright. At the last 
it biteth like a serpent, and sting- 
eth like an adder.”—Prov. 23:29- 
32. “The wages of sin is death; but 
the gift of God is eternal life 
through Jesus Christ our Lord.”— 
Rom. 6:23. 


and regularly pray for this work 
which is dear to us all. 


Let Us Hear at Once If You 
Are Coming! 


If you plan to be with us Sat- 
urday night, September 27, in this 
Sword supper and rally, please let 
us know ahead of time if possible. 
We want to know how much food 
to prepare, what plans to make. 
There is no price for tickets, but 
you will do us a special favor if 
you will call us at Wheaton-2610, 
or otherwise let us know by Sat- 
urday morning if you will be pres- 
ent, so sufficient food can be pre- 
pared, 7 


Dr. H. A. Ironside plans to bring 
his family. 
Mr. Frank. Sheriff, secretary of 
the Christian Business Men’s Com- 
mittee of Chicago will come, with 
Mrs. Sheriff. 


Dr. V. R. Edman, president of 
Wheaton College, with Mrs. Ed- 
man, write that they hope to, be 
present, at least for part of the 
happy celebration. 


Others from far and near, and 
from a number of states have al- 
ready notified us that they will be 
present. Please don’t let us miss 
you in this happy time of fellow- 
ship and of spiritual blessing. 
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28 Rewards 
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ies, printed in The Sword of the 
Lord. Simply pick out a chapter 
that has specially blessed you in 
reading it. Tell us why you like 
that chapter best, or tell other 
specially blessed results that came 
to someone you know from read- 
ing the book as a whole or one 
chapter in it. Put it in your own 
words. Give all honor to God alone. 
Write simply. And you may write 
about 200 words. Choicest letters 
will be printed in The Sword of the 
Lord. 


Time Extended 


We announced this contest would 
close October 1st. However, to. give 
a greater chance for everybody. 
who wants to get a letter in, we 
have decided to extend the time 
till Wednesday, October 15. How- 
ever, special favor will be shown 


letters that come in early. We want — 


some good letters at once to print 
in The Sword of the Lord about 
this book which God has blessed 
to many hearts. So you will do us 
a special favor and will be a help 
to others, we are sure, if you send 
your letter at once. 


Please address your letters to 
“Contest Editor, The Sword of the 
Lord, 512 West Franklin Street, 
Wheaton, Illinois.” Write on one 
side of the paper only, please; put 
your name and address on the same 
sheet with your letter. 


Write your testimony, be a bless- 
ing to others, help get out gospel 
literature, and earn some of the 
good rewards we are giving for 
those who help us in this impor- 


tant work of getting out Christian 


literature. 
——_0---—— 


‘Gary, A Christian at 
College’ in Book Form 


The Christian story strip pub- 
lished in The Sword of the Lord 
in thirteen issues recently, prepared 
by the Christian cartoonist, Phil 
Saint, is available in book form. 
The book is entitled simply ‘‘Gary.” 
It is beautifully printed and sells 
for 25c a copy. All the cartoons, or 
story strips, as printed in The 
Sword of the Lord are included in 
this book. 

Please order from The Sword of 
the Lord Publishers, or from the 
author, Mr. Phil Saint, Wheaton 
College, Wheaton, Illinois. 


500 TRACTS A YEAR FREE 


For Christian Workers 


Any Christian applying to The 
Scripture Witness League for mem- 
bership and will promise to prayer- 
fully distribute no less than 600 
tracts a year will receive free 500 
assorted tracts postpaid free. The 
membership dves in the league is 
$1.00 a year. Send for free samples 


today. | 
_ The Scripture Witness League — 
2011 Wellington Ave., Chicago, Hl. 
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